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BRUNNHILDE
[Greatly terrified^
Thou dost cast me off?
Ah, can it be so?
WOTAN
,No more shall I send thee from Walhall
To seek upon fierce
Fields for the slain;
With heroes no more
Shalt thou fill my hall:
When the high Gods sit at banquet,
No more shalt thou pour
The wine in my horn;
No more shall I kiss
The mouth of my child.
Among heaven's hosts
Numbered no longer,
Outcast art thou
From the kinship of Gods;
Our bond is broken in twain,
And from my sight henceforth thou now art
banned,
THE VALKYRIES
[Leave their places in the excitement, and come a
little farther down the rocks.]
Woe's me! Woe!
Skerl O sister!